written in one sitting!! the ending is kind of trite. probably I should rewrite it. although it is a draft. and I wrote it for no reason at all.The teacup waited and watched; it had had enough.It was time to take over the planet.The teacup had - it decided - spent enough time sitting on that table, observing the trivialities and frailties of the tumbling sugar cube world, seen little hopes, dreams, white thoughts, glistening hopes dunk into a fragrant cesspool of brown murk and drown, dissolve. This place was steaming with imperfections, and someone brave was needed, someone who could grab the universe by its handle, hoist it up to their mouth, gulp down all the impurities, and leave us all with a clean slate. Someone brave was needed.Perhaps a teacup.But not today. The vacant, gnawing feeling that usually bit away at the teacup like a rowdy dog gnashes at his food bowl was stronger than ever, leaving the teacup with a strong sense of ennui. This was not unusual. The teacup usually felt empty.The teacup usually was empty.That was how the teacup spent most of its time: Sitting there on the kitchen table, cold, lucid, alone, its only sidelong acquaintance the saucer it stood on day after day, night after night. The saucer was a silent, steadfast sort of chap, one that the teacup usually made no communication with other than brief apologies for standing on him - or sitting, or kneeling, or whatever the teacup had in mind at the time - at 11:30 AM every morning.The saucer usually didn't reply.It was, after all, just a saucer.The teacup vowed quietly to ravage the world, then continued to squat silently on the saucer's back to contemplate the empty meaningless of it all. The teacup fancied that at sometimes, at points like these, emptiness was not so horrid. If the teacup could attain perfect emptiness, it supposed, it would then achieve a state of Zen - a moment of Vessel Valhalla - and ascend to the Celestial Tea Table in the Sky. What would happen there, the teacup wasn't sure of. Maybe it would be the same as on Earth, except with bright clean white linens stretching as far as one can see, ones that retained their purity even as it rained hot summer chai and bolts of pure caffeine lit up the sky.Anything, the teacup thought, would be better than the eternal dullness of a mundane, ancient room with sickeningly yellow faded floral tablecloth. Anything would be better than to sit perpetually on a venerable, quiet old saucer. Anything would be better than to be moved around once a week in tandem by the icy grasp of an equally ancient woman. Anything would be better than being possessed by the bone-chilling, frozen hatred that accompanied being filled with iced tea, a blasphemous ritual which the teacup had no choice but to take part in. Anything would be better butThat wasn't important at the moment. The only important part was the act of meditation itself, which, more often than not, was unsuccessful due to the thin film of dust over the room that caused the teacup to sneeze every time it had barely started to become One with the Teacup Gods."God Bless You," the saucer would sometimes rasp - if he was awake.What God? The teacup would always ponder desolately."Thank you," the teacup would chirp, like a bird who chooses to sing love songs even after getting caught in the ceiling fan of the local arboretum.What God, indeed, the teacup would then always continue to think. If there was a God he would have solved my problems by now, or at least not have made me a teacup.The teacup did have problems.The teacup was sexually confused.Oh, it was a regular occurrence, all right - just last week the piano got a sex change, and the week before that the lamp had come out of the closet, both literally and figuratively.The teacup's problem was that it had no idea what gender it was. It had been confused about this for a long time, in fact. It yearned to stumble nudely over mossy knolls and flowery fields like a scandalous wineglass dropped by an inattentive lover, to pour its pent up cravings for wanderlust, bloodlust, lustlust all over the earth like a splotchy sinful ceremony; it wanted to see the stars twinkle like the dew upon the backlit Winter glass panes, to fill itself with the liquid glory of the universe, to stare into the giant glowing teacup in the sky and wonder about its ancestry; it wanted to love passionately and fearlessly, to dare to think thoughts deeper than the steaming, whistling core of the Earth's mantle, and, well, it just couldn't do those things if it couldn't decide whether it was male or female.It had a hole. It wanted to be filled with something. Female qualities, the teacup thought at first, but then soon after realized that these were qualities that everybody possessed - a deep-set desire to fill one's core, one's heart with something warm, something understanding - a feeling, not an object or a body part. Every. One. Needs. Something.So really, it had a hole, but its handle was positively phallic.At the very least I'm naturally curvaceous, the teacup thought to itself. It reflected on this happily for a moment before realizing, in fact, that it was still a goddamn teacup and that the Great Creator was either nonexistent or had a very, very bad sense of humor.The teacup once confided in the saucer about its lack of faith."Try praying," the saucer ordained. "God will answer the calls of the smallest. The meek will inherit the Earth."So the teacup prayed.First, it pleaded for forgiveness. "Father, I have sinned," the teacup wailed soulfully, unsure of exactly what it had done but heart filled to the cusp with guilt. Perhaps I have not filled my neighbor's cup with wine as I would my own, the teacup thought. Perhaps if I simply give myself up to God, he will take me as I am, a tiny, unfortunate teacup who wishes to overflow with the Glory of our Highest Father. I am more wicked than the waxiest wick. Please take me."And I beg of you," the teacup muttered, "Please turn me into something other than a teacup."A few weeks later, nothing substantial had happened. The cupboard learned a few familiar hymns from the saucer, the piano had changed its sex again, and the teacup was still - unfortunately - a regular teacup.The cursing resumed.......A few weeks later there was a brief knock on the front door, the door swung open, and this time someone Different entered the room, someone that the teacup had not seen before. A woman, the teacup noticed as she walked briskly through the room, or, well, a lady, rather.She was beautiful. Perhaps unfairly so - the kind of girl with flowing, gorgeous blond hair like a river of molten gold, the kind of girl with Oolong-brown eyes filled with wonder and danger, the kind with a face eternally filled with laughter more bittersweet than the strongest elixir, the kind who wears a beret lopsidedly like the most devil-may-care teapot top.The teacup did not notice or care about any of this, probably because it was a teacup and would have found any sort of inclinations entirely unnatural.However.A few moments later the lady returned with the old woman, and they both sat down at opposite ends of the table. The Different one was close. The teacup entertained the passing notion that they might, perhaps, sit down to tea, then dismissed it as a careless fantasy.Then something happened."This is a nice teacup," the Different one mentioned, gesturing casually towards the hapless teacup and, by proxy, the indifferent saucer. The teacup's handle almost jumped off of its frame. Could it be...?"Perhaps..." she continued, "... we could have a cup of tea?""No, no," the old woman spoke softly, slowly waving her hands in the air, warding off any hopefulness emanating from the teacup like hot steam. "That teacup's much too old, and it's so dusty... it's years older than you..."The teacup raised what would have been an eyebrow at this before doing some quick calculations - the teacup had celebrated its twentieth birthday a few weeks ago, an unceremonious occasion celebrated only by the teacup, the saucer's snores, and the inevitable shroud of dust and gloom that always hovered over the teacup's empty vacuole.That put this girl at... around seventeen. Eighteen. Not nineteen. But why did that matter?"Oh, come on... it'll be fun..." the Different girl suggested, before absolutely deciding that they were going to have tea. The old woman shrugged and hobbled over to the cupboard, where she retrieved some crumbling bags, which the teacup almost wouldn't have recognized as tea had it not been made incredibly alert by the alarming circumstances. The teacup's mood swung wildly from simmering self-doubt to incredulity. It was actually going to happen.The teacup was actually going to be used as a teacup. Filled with tea - warm tea, not that icky frozen slush. It would be filled to the core, to the brim with what it desired, what it had always hoped for, all thanks to this one irrelevantly beautiful woman, whose general attractiveness the teacup had not noticed, and indeed was entirely incapable of noticing.The teacup gazed up at her for an indefinite period of time."Thank you," the teacup finally said. She didn't seem to notice. The teacup didn't know whether she heard, but it was all right. Once was enough, and besides, there wasn't any time to think about that right now. The old woman had returned with a teapot full of screaming, fervid water, and the teacup became about as excited as a teacup could be."Let me do it," the girl said, taking hold of the teapot.A torrent of steaming brew flooded into the teacup's very essence, its very being. The teapot was full of something, something hot and emotional and meaningful, something that, by some clumsy divine hand, caused hot liquid to spilled out over the edge of the teapot's very being and run down its edge like tears of pure joy. "Myself floweth over," the teacup said silently, incoherently muttering praise to God and whoever had suddenly given a tiny cup great meaning. The teacup was full, it was full, it was full of glory and it would never be empty again.The teacup then felt something else inside of it, crinkly and pouchlike, and a sober but equally reverent feeling of praise slowly swept over its entire body as tea - true tea, hot tea - spread through itself. The teacup cleared its mind and achieved a supreme state of meditation. I can't keep this feeling all to myself, the teacup thought, and tried to wake the saucer, but it was fast asleep.The teacup was lifted into the air by an angelic, quivering hand, and suddenly found itself face to face with the same girl that had filled him with water, with tea, with life."I wonder if teacups dream," the girl stated aloud to probably nobody at all."We do," the teacup gasped inaudibly.Something had broken down inside the teacup, something more profound than the sugars inside the tea or the poorly made paper of the four-year-old teabag. The teacup saw behind the girl's facade of beauty and independence and instead observed, for a brief moment, a flash of brilliance, of mindfulness, of anarchy. This girl understood. She understood what it meant to want to take over the world. Somewhere deep down, deep beyond the Earth's crust, behind its mantle, beyond its core, beyond the little collection of tea leaves and spare tired coagulated at the very center pinprick of the Earth's heart, this girl was a teacup too, and... and..."I'm dreaming now," the teacup responded, breathlessly.She drew the teacup close to her face."I barely know you," the teacup protested, hoping she still wouldn't hear the furtive plea.She lifted the teacup and drew the teacup's lip to hers.They met."I love you," the teacup whispered, blushing.Whatever gender the teacup was now, it was horribly confused.There was an awkward silence before they kissed again, the teacup reveling in its own sinful ecstasy as it realized not only that with each sip, she was depriving the teacup of its own cherished, fleeting lifeblood, but with her age in question (seventeen?) and the teacup's own lack of initiative, the teacup was macking it with genuine jailbait. Genuine. Jailbait.And yet the teacup didn't care."Drink it all, take it all from me if you must... for you are the one that gave it to me," the teacup pleaded.Twenty minutes later, these circumstances were realized as a reality as the teacup was set back on the table, the girl left for other places, and the old woman returned to her room, leaving the teacup dejected, lonesome, and more empty than it had been before. It had been drained, emotionally, figuratively, metaphorically, philosophically, and thermodynamically. It was all a lie, all another empty lie, and the teacup was no more naked, no more passionate, and no closer to taking over the world than it had been for years."Women... they'll do that to you..." the teacup sobbed to itself, politely ignoring its own possible hypocrisy and hoping that the saucer would wake up and console it. "One day you meet them... you love them... and then you're left alone, more lucid than you started..."But nothing happened. No one said anything. The teacup sang a small hymn.And things went back to normal.--A few weeks later, on a cold autumn morning, the teacup awoke to the song of a distant, vaguely familiar voice, cleaving through the darkness with its sweetness like one of those tumbling sugarcubes the teacup had thought so much about. A voice glib like honey, eloquent like a doily, bubbly and pure like water from a natural spring...It was her. It was the Different One, her voice calling from elsewhere in the house, somewhere beyond the teacup's range of perception - but he knew she was there. His beloved had returned, returned, no doubt, to lift him into the heavens and make sweet love, to admit that she had wronged, and he would be wrong, and they would both be wrong together and rule the world as beautiful tea-time tyrants.But why had she used the back door? Oh, of course, the teacup realized, feeling rather stupid. She probably just doesn't want to see me... why would she want to see me...?But there she was, in the doorway, staring at the teacup, looking straight inside it, straight through it, amber-tea eyes piercing straight through the vacuous vessel and seeing what it was without tea - a sad, empty shell of a teacup.The teacup glared at her suspiciously."What do you want," it growled pathetically. She ignored the fittingly empty attack and continued staring.The old woman ambled into the room, and the teacup was horrified as it dawned on him that the poor crone may have just accidentally wandered into what might have been the lovers' quarrel of the century."Why are you looking at those old things?" The old woman asked, steadying herself with a firm hand on the ugly floral tablecloth."I don't know," the Different One responded, with a hint of melancholy in her voice that the teacup firmly divined as an obliquely apologetic one. "I... sort of like them.""I... I like you too," the teacup announced tearfully, as it beamed at her. But the teacup couldn't let its emotions get the best of it. It had to take a stand.The teacup stood up."I'm so sorry," the teacup continued, "But I don't know if it can work out between us. Besides the fact that you are not actually a teacup, you are outrageously bad for my self-esteem, completely jailbait, and about four-hundred times too cute for your own good...""... although I am a teacup," the teacup finished, thoughtfully. Hopefully it had ended on a pleasant note. It was done."Well, if you want them, you can have them..." the old lady responded.The Different One nodded."Oh shit," the teacup thought. 1-end